to make holiday copy for those who neither cared for her nor really for
anything she cared for—except news.
And 'news' is bad tidings. If the tidings are not bad .. . they must Be
made bad, or no news.
The trials by heartless, vulgar imposition that followed in the wake of
self-inflicted failure are always 'harder to bear, I believe, than those
failures we cannot trace to our own fault. For three years I had self-
inflicted failure to bear as open secrets became open sores by way of
scandal that finally reached the depths of outrage, humiliation and falsi-
fication. But never have I been allowed to bear any failure alone. So I
remember and record and leave the rest to life. At least sensational dis-
tortion and exaggeration will here meet quiet fact for the first time. And
that perhaps is the purpose of this premature autobiography, every word
of which is at least true.
With this extraordinary public excitement, a poor sense of the dignity
and human-value of our institutions got to Olgivanna, the figure that
crept forward out of the shadows cast by the lurid flames that were de-
stroying Taliesin II.
I was ashamed, sorry that she should be compelled to see this obnoxious
phase of American life first. I tried to explain all these gratuitous per-
formances of a public character making up this charivari* I said we had
been betrayed into seeming disrespect of the established order, and tried
to take the blame upon myself as I should. Olgivanna took it all with
suffering—but without resentment. And we stood our ground.
Born in Montenegro of people not unlike my own Welsh forebears, her
upbringing had much in common with my own. At the age of nine she
had gone to her married sister at Batoum in the Caucasus in order to have
the advantages of an education hi Russia. Her father was Chief Justice of
Montenegro for nearly thirty years. During the latter years of his life he
was blind. He never saw the little daughter who used to lead him by the
hand through the streets of Cettinje. He was still Chief Justice for many
years while blind. Her mother was the daughter of *Yojevoda* Marco—
Balkan general to whom popular credit went for preserving Montenegro's
independence. For Montenegro, like Wales and the country of the
Basques, was a mountainous little country whose people were never con-
quered.
Olgivanna herself had grown up in a patriarchal family in an official
society with a mind and will of her own.
When we first met I considered myself free in the circumstances, as did
she. Though she never had met Miriam Noel, she knew as much about
the circumstances of my life as I did. We both knew that only the final
signature remained to be fixed to the divorce that settled my separation
from Miriam Noel, a separation in effect for more than one year before
I met Olgivanna. That signature was added soon. But these facts were not
in the news. The term 'Montenegrin dancer* was invented by the fancy
of the more imaginative reporters. They wrote their stories on that, and
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